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timber. At the same time it would be an im-
provement and would help him to get on to
better terms with the master. c I'll earn money
in the winter hauling paper . . . lucky I didn't
sell the horse; the money would be gone by
now, and where should I be then? Things have
got to start going a bit better, ay, and the wife'll
have to be taught something. All she does is
play about with the brats, and everything is
always as upside down as it can be when I come
home.5

Janne set off slowly towards the pasturage.
His dawning hopefulness made him want to see
the horse that was to haul paper for him next
winter. There it stood beside the gate, lean,
sulkily swishing its tail at the flies. It favoured
him with an evil wink, as much as to say, c well,
here I am, go on with your plans.'

There is his horse and there is the house, and
in the house a family life that goes on from day
to day, through good times and bad. No stop-
ping it, no getting rid of it* Every time a new
child comes into the world, the stream of that
life broadens, and Janne has to keep up with
it. The farm and the master and the fact that
he has not a shred of a written contract are all
part of it. A series of forces which, in spite of
their being seemingly opposed to each other,
minute by minute pulled something onward
somewhere.